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By your Leave Reap rs. 


K Ind Irving Friends, ſince this ony caſe doth ſtand, 
T hat we are fallen into the Printers hand , 
And have before this time been often preſt , 

To make our private Meeting , publick feſt , 
And that we muſt endure, and be content , 

What Men put on us in their merriment. 

Pray lei as not be too much plaid npon 

We met indeed, "tis true, and paſt, and gone ; 
Merry we were, yet free from all Offence , 

And there were no Men charg'd with our Expence. 
Unto a Penny Weour reckoning paid , | 

Then who can blame the Widdow, Wife, and Maid , 
For Meeting , and kind Drinking each with other Þ 
en can their own Carowſyggs cloſely ſmoother ; 

T heir Pottles and their Gallons hand to hand , 

Their drinking Healths , untill they cant ftand, ' 
And yet there are no Books in Rime to ſhow it ; 
But well , wee'l have a Wench to be our Poet, 

And pay them hame, becauſe they do provoke : 

So pray read on , wee'l ſtand towhat-we ſpokg- 


Widdow, Wife, Maid, 


CI) | 
*Tu Merry when Goſsips Meet, 


—— 


The CONFERENCE. 


VViddow qo good Couzen: Jeſu | how d'ee do? 
When ſhall we eat another Dagger Pye ? 
You are a (tranger : Chriſt ! when met we two? 
I Muſe you do not call as you go by, 
What lucky Bulineſs, pray , hath brought you hither , 
That we ſhould meet at Tavern door together. 


IWife. In truth, kind Couz , my coming's from the Pawn, 
Pur, I proteſt | I loſt my labour there : 
A Gentleman promis'd to give me Lawn, 
And did not meet me, which he well ſhall hear. 
wid. Sore lets may happen in the way unknown ; 
Wife, He hath been hindred , that's to bide upon. 


Wid. Why how now Beſſe ? to paſs unſeen doſt think? ; 
Where go'ſt my Wench? Zfaid. To fee my Brother Steven, 
Wid. Here's Widdow, Wife, and Maid, yfaith lets drink 
A parting Pint , and ſo God make us ever. 

S!ip in good Couzen, youare next the door, 

Oae Pint in Kindneſs, and away, no more. 


Wife. No in good ſooth, indeed T muſt away, 
My Husband's forth , our Shop mult needs be tended, 
Ataid. My Mother's gone to Church, I cannot ſtay , 
If 1 be found from home, ſhell be offended. 
wid. }'le lead the way my ſelf; Lord here's a Life, 
1 know theſe ſhifts , fince I was Maid and Wife. 


Wife. Where ſhall we be? Vintzer, 1 pray go upthe Stairs, 
Wife, Good Couzen no, let's take it ſtanding here, 
A2 ; IV;d. 
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191d, Beſhrew me then, where every one repairs, 
Ve none of that , we'il have aroom, my dear, 

Come, come, you [ook that Lſhobld be your Leader, 

wife. Couz, that's becauſe you are a nimble Treader. 


V int. Y'are welcome Gentlewomen, what Wine drink ye > 

wid, All's one to me, what ſay you Miſtreſs Beſſe ? 

Wife, What Wine's the beſt for our Complexion, think ye 

Yint. 1 have no Phyſick. Wife, yet good Brother gheſſe. 
1Vid. Why haſt thou Clarret ? Yint, 1 the beſt in Lon4m. 
74d, Either fill good, be bricf, orleave it undone, 


Vint. Here Gentlewomen, this is neat and pure. 
wife. Pray take it Couz, you know good Wine and Beer, 
wid Good Lord, good lord, that you grow ſo demeure ! 
Lets drink familiar , whereſore come we hear? 

This to you both, Cour Grace, and Miltrifs Beſſe , 

A full carous, Vie have you pledge no lefle, 


Tis pretty Wine in truth : nay fill your Cup, 

We'll have no pingling , now weare alone: 

It here were Men, I would notdrink it up 

For twenty pounds my ſelf , but now all's one : 
Sometime wet Lip, and ſmell the Wine's enuffe , 
And'take a Kiſs, rather then marre oux Ruffe, 


But now lets bar difſembling to be Merry, 
Andin good earneſt entertain our Wine ; 
This touch and aſt, it makes the Senſes weary , 
What reaſon now we ſhould be ſooliſh fine : 
No Lovers nor no Suters here that ſees it, 
We have good Time and Liquor, let's not leeſe it, 


Wife. Content ſay 1, nay Beſſe, I'le be theskinker, 
Maid. In truth, forſooth, a tiffl Cup doth excel: 
Good Lord, Iam become a mighty Drinker. 
7/id. Another , the Fellow us'd us well. 
wife. 1 by my troth , the Wine is good in ruth : 
Fill rother Pint, id. Prethee go r:gbt, ſweet youth. 


Wife. 
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Wwe. Now Couz, here's to our Friends in $ oper Lane, 

1/14. Let come, ſweet Couzen, I will pledge them all. 

Wife. But Jeſus Chriſt ! what'is become of 7are : 

1/i4. Oh ſhe is gone to dwell by Londin-wall, 
Good God ! (in ſooth) I never was more Merry, | 
Then when we both did dwell in Buck/ers Berry, 


Now Heavenly Chriſt ! how Merry we have been, | 
But yet one time we had a crutl [tir : 
A Drapers Man and ſhe was mighty in, l 
Wife, I pray what ſhe wich him, or he with her : | 
id. Faith both in Love : Well Fa»e's an honelt Miid ; 
Bur Lord the Pranks that we Mad Wenches plaid. f 


My Miſtriſs got my Maſter to conſent , | 
One Midſummer , ſhe being very ill, | 
To leaye the City, and to live in Kent ; | 
By which good hap we had the Houſe at will. 

There Roger, Fane, and I, met every night. 

Wife. Here Beſſe : good Brother fill's a Quart of White, 


W4. No Mulick in the Evening we did lack. il 
Such Dancing, Couzen, you would hardly think 1t - 
Whole Pottles of the duntielt burned Sack, 
*Twould do a Wench good at the Heart todrink it, if 
Such ſtore of tickling Galliards, I do vow , 
Not one could Dance , but Fohn come kiſs me now, 


And let them talk and praiſe the Marriage life , 
To be ſo full of pleaſure as they fay : | 
I that have lived both Widdow, Maid, and Wife , 
And try*'d all Pleaſare every kind of way, | 
Know what co do, and will maintain this ſtill, 
That of thethree, Maids have the World at Will, 


Wife. Y'faith they have and have not; for you know, 
(Pur to the door; here's none but Friends you ſee) 

They ſay, Lowe creepetY, where it cannot 00: 

Maids muſt be Married leſtthey Marr'd ſhould be, 

A 3 I will 


4. *Tis Perty when Golsips meet, 
] will be ſworn, before I ſaw fifteen, 


I wiſht that I my Wedding day had feen. 


Wid. Tuſh, tittle, tattle: Beſſe, It muſt be do ne - 
My Couzen thinks not as her words import, 
1 could not fora World have liv'd a Nun: 
Ch ficſh is frail, wearea finful ſort ; 
] know that beawtious Wenches are inclin'd 
To harbour handſome Men within their mind, 


Wife. Couzen, you mean, becauſe a Maidis free, 

Having no Head to keep her Body under. 

She lives a Life not bound ſo much as we : 

The je't is ſimple, and it makes we wonder. 
The you that have with Yen ſports been fed , 
Ehould pur ſuch errors in a Maidens Head. 


«. 1d, Nay, butT pray you underſtand my reaſon , 
The youthful favors that they do attain ; 
For this you know , that all the wooing ſeaſon, 
Surers with gifts continual, ſeek to gain 
Their Miſtrifs love, to joyn with their affeRion, 
With words and lines humbled in ſabjc&tion. | 


Wife. That's very true , the bounty of their loyes 
Are lib'ral {ti with many a kind reſpec : 
In conſcience I had twenty pair of Gloves, 
Whenl was Maid, given to that effet ; 
Go-t-rs, Knives, Purſes, Girdles, ſtore of Rings , 
And any a thouſard dainty pretty things. + 


Wi. Well Couzen, well, theſe days in date be paſt. 
Wife. *i15 very true, with uz that World doth change : 
Here ſtands a cup of Wine ; pray who drank laſt? 
wid. Why that did Ito Beſſe, Lord Maids be ſtrange 
They look for thouſind words of ſweet and pray , 
And take few things, to which they ſay not nay. 


Maid. * Tis Maidens modeſty to uſe denial , 
A willing offer cometh twice or thrice. 
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VVid. Buthere's a cup of Winedoth ſtand for tryal , 
Your Maiden-ſhip ta kes Liquor in too nice; 
Pray mend your fault kind Beſſe, we'll none of that, 
Wine and Virginity kept ſtale Drinks flat, 


Maid. You are to blame, in truth we drink like Men ; 
Now by my truly I am e'en aſhimed. 
wid. | ut, Wench, God knows when we ſhall meet 8841 
Nor need we fear of Husbands to be blime4 : 

Our ſcent of Wine ſhall not by them be £.le, 

The Married Wite in kitling will be ſmclr. 


Fx ife. Oh Couz , if that be all the worſt, I care not, 
Ile cake allowance even with the belt, 
This Cup to you ; you ſhall not ſay I dare not : 
My Husband ſmell > oh Jeſu | there's a Jeſt. 
I care as little for my Husbands ſmell:ng, 
Asany Wench this hour in Zondon dwelling. 


Wia. 'Tis well you need not, ſure, 3 take him kind. 

FVife. As kinda Man as Woman need tolye with. 

1aid, Would I as well were fitted co my Mind , 

A loving Man, who would not Live and Dye with ? 
VVid. My Husbinddid to other loves incline. 
VVife. Nay, mine is conſtant, by this Cup of Wine. 


Ataid. Now Chriſt, how Wives and W.i'ows take occaſion 
T*enlarge their Husbands credit or diipra:!e ! 
Some Harbour jealous thoughts, ſome kind perſwallons, 
In ſome match, Men , in ſome the Woman ltrayes ; 
And when they mect, they ſo diſcourſe and ſcan, 
About whoſe choice hath got the kindeſt Man. 


Fife. Alaſs (good Beſſe) thou ſpeak'ſt thou know'ſt not what, 
Thy judgment is not worth a Walnut ſhell - 
There is an old grave Proverb teils us, that 
Such as die Maids, do all lead Apes in Hell : 
I rather whilſt I live would yearly Marry, 
Than waiting-mgid on ſuch preferment carry, 


Al aid 
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aid. That Proverbs proof can do you little ſtead, 
But Marryed Wives oft give and take ſuch Claps, 
Tanrns {0 rules and guides their Husbands Head, 
That every night they ſleepin Horn work Caps. 

T pray what Proverb is it thatallows 

The Devils Picture on your Husbands Brows. 


wid. Enough you wrangling Wenches, fie for ſhame, 
Teke me in Drink, leave off your diſputation : 
Pray Brot her fill a Pint more of the ſame, | 
Fife. Couren, belike you mean to drinkin faſhion, 
We ſhill be trimmed, and have our Wits refin'd. 
Y faich we ſhall, if you may have your mind, 


W:4. Now to your Hu:bind, Couz, this full Carouſe, 

Wife, In truth I pledge you, and I thank yon truly ; 

To ail our friends, Beſſe, at your Mothers Houſe. 

Ataid. Thanks gentle Miſtriſs Grace, I drank but newly. 
3 i{e. Beſhrew my Heart , this Wine is not the worit, 
Vid. Good faith methinks , *cis better than the firſt, 


Fife. Bur Couzen, prethee art not yet towards Marriage 2 
Ataid. | rulyIam, andamnot, asit ſtands ; 
A Gentleman of paſſing gallant carriage, 
Doth ply me hard , one that hath pretty Lands : 
Handſomer Man never in Shoo did tread, 
By this good Drink , a kin{er ne're broke Bread, 


To try hislove , ſometimes I feign me lick, 
And (by this Candle) he will lit and weep. ifs 
VVife. Now by my troth that's e'en my good mans trick; 
Let me complain; Chriſt what a coyl he'll keep, 
Asking what ayls my ſweet-hearr, tell me Honey, 
My Love, my Dove, my La mb, my pretty Coney, 


I'Tid. See, ſe, how ſay: Aaid. Bur SirrahCouzen, then 
This. 


I !5ic6 aligh, with half a dozen Gr oans : 
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This comes (ſays be) to lye without a man. 


Wife My Husband ſays, Kind love, thou breed(t young bones, 


Well 7chn {ſay 1) you jeſtto ſee my pain , 
Then (by this Wine) the fool will weep again. 


r714, Cour , youare hippy you have ſuch a one: 
Make much of him, a Jewel Wench thou kaſt : 
4c 1had one would let me grunt andgrone; 
The verieſt Clown, but well , 'cis gone and pall : 
If he had liv'd, Couzen, I doproteſt, 
1 would have done a thing : we!l, let cliat reſt. 


Ile never truſt a Red-hair'd man ag2in, 
If I ſhou'd live a hundred years, that's fe : 
His turn cannot be ſcrv'd with one or twain, 
And how can any Woman ſuffer that ? 
1 know *cis better to tike wrong thendd9 it. 
Bur yet in ſuch a ciſe fi:ſhleads us to ic, 


Maid, Why is a Red-hiir Man ſo bad of life? 

What ſay you to a yellow flaxen hair? 

Wd. Not one _— a bundred true t'his Wife , 

That conſtant loyal hearted thoughts: doth bear ; 
They love, but how? as Cid che youth of Greece. 
From every Wench to gain a Golden Fleece. 


And they whoſe Minds have this corrupt affeRion ; 
(Becauſe I would have Beſſe to take good heed) 
Are ſuch as are call'd Sanguine of complexion, 
] prethee Girl, let no ſuch Suter ſpeed 
I ſpeak it by experience and good tryal, 
Of all hair-colours, give that hair denial, 


A Nut-brown colour, or an Acorn either, 
May both do well, and are to be allow'd: 
A waxen colour hath no great fault neither , 
Bur for a ragged chin, 1 firm have vow'd, 
Ic ſhall by me perpetually 'be abhorr'd, 
And with my ALA it, by the Lord, 


10 *Tts Yetry when Golvips meet, 
A man whoſe Beard feergs fear'd with ſpirits thave been ] 
That wants the worthieft grace, bredth, length, and thjckneſs, 
Ard hath no difference *cwixt his nofe and chin, ; 
But all his hai rs have got the falling ſickneſs , 

Whoſe fore-fr ont looks like Jack-an-apes behind, 

She that can love him, bears a'fcurvey mind. 


7/ife. I pray what ſay you ro my Husband then? 
The rar't complexion that you can deviſe, 
IVid. The golden Sentence proves black bearded men 
Are precious Pearls in Beautious Womens eyes , 
Their loyal hearts none juſtly can controul , 
I love ablack Man, Couzen with my Soul. 


1i{e, Let Beſſe notthis, for when I was a Maid, 
And to the Love began to bow, 
I give greatear tothat which Women ſaid , 
When they were Merry met, as we are now : 

Yea, and my Mother did perſwade me too , 
Wench (would ſhe ſ:y) note what your Elder» do, 


That [cfſon without book , was ſtrait mine own , 
She need not to repeat 13 over twice : 
I quickly ſmelt what *rwas to livealone , 
What to be kind in love, whatto be nice. 
Vinat. Anan, anan, what is't (forſooth) you lack, 
wid. Sawſages, Brother, and a Pint of Sack. 


A1ajd. No more in ſadn'ſs, now 'tis time to part, 

In conſcience it is lix a clock at leaſt, 

Wid We'll have a reckoning after th'other Qurr. 

Maid. They ſay, Enough's as good as any Feaſt, 
Wid. Indeed my Wench, enough's a Fealt, that's right, 
But we want that, which lye alone all night, 


Wife. You both may merd the matter wh:n you will , 
Whoſe fault is't bur your own , you do not Marry ? 
God made not Beſſe to live a Maiden ſtill. 


Maid, Faith tis my Mothers Counce! that I tarry, 
| She 
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She always ſays, when young Men come a Wooing, 
Stay Daughter, {{ay, you muſt not yet be Doing. 


Wid. Now in good faith, your Mother is to blame, 
To wiſh ſo Womanly a Wench to ftay: 
She knows fifreen may Husbands juſtly claim. 
Maid. Fifteen? why I was that laſt Laay day: 
You are deceived, for I am no fuch Youtl:, 
I am ſixteen when next AZerch comes, in truth. 


Wid. Beſhrew my heart, but that's a good!y time ,- 
1 would to Chriſt chat I could fay ſo too; 
I would not linger out my youthful prime , 
Nor {ſtand to ask my Mother what to do ; 
No, I could tell, 1 trow, as well as the , 
Towards Batchelors how Maidens ought to be. 


Maid. I know ſomething too , but what of chat ? 
Our: Parents Wills you know mult be Obey'd. 
Wife, Well, ſay they mult : yet ſhill I tell you what 
A Scbollar cold me when I was a Maid , 
Of Marriage knot, they have no power to break it , 
Now by this Sack, a Learned Man did ſpeak it. 


"Twas nothing but ſound truth, which he did tell : 

For Husbands we our Parents muſt forſake. 

Were this Wine burnt, Couzen it would do well , 

Maid. Faith I was thinking on it when you ſpake:; 
My Mother ſays, burnt Sack is good at night, 
Wife. A my word, Beſfſe, your Mother's in the right, 


714. Brother, IT pray thee let this Wine be burn'd , n 
And ſee (good oma the Sawſages be ready : 
To one good meaning , our three minds be turn'd, 
When Sack is —_— , *twill not be ſo heady. 
AMaid. We Drink ſo much, our Cheecks are paſſing warn; 
Wife, Sweet Elſabyh, good Wine ean do no barm, Y 
B 2 | "Tn 
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Yet truſt me Couzen , when I was a Gir), 
For Tavern, no young Man could get me to it, 
Veither for Love, Gold, Precious Stones, or Pearl: 
My Tongue deni'd, when Heart inclin'd to do it. 
For (by my faith) I ever lov'd good Wine, 
But often refrain'd , I was ſo maiden fine. 


W:id. Well, wot you Beſſe, to whom lle drink to now , 


_ Sure as I live, unto your Siſter Siſſe, 


And to the. youth thac did ihe Angel bow, 

And ſent it for a Token: truth, half this: 
He loves you both, upon my word he doth ; 
Reſolve it, or you wrong him Brſſe, in ſooth. 


A1aid. His Love to me I littte-do. regard., 
Perh1ps my Siſter doth -reſpect it more, 
Wid. Then Z//ageth, in truth you uſe him bard. 
aid. How hard? he hath his anſwer long before , 
] vil not love him whatſoere betill, 
I'le have a handſome Man, or none ar all, 


Wid. Co-to, goto, bis Riches do excell, 

aid, A tig-tor Wealth , *cis Perſon 1 affet. 

Wid You area Fool, he will maintain you well, 

Afaid. Iteil-you, I a proper Man reſpeR : 
D'yethink that 1 with ſuch a Dwarf will tore me , 
T hat fhill diſgrace me, as he poes before me? 


Ile have a comely Man f:om head to foot, 
In woeſe neat Limbs no blemiſh can be ſpide : 
Whoſe Leg ſhill grace his Scocking or his Boot, 
@p-! w:ar bis Rapi:r Manly by his ide. 
With ſuch a one my humor doth agree, 
He ſhall be welcome to-my Bed and me. 


Wife. Brfſe, and th'art wife, hold that opinion ſtill, 
For were I to begin the World tomorrow, 
In,ſach a choiſe, I would my mind fulfill : 

And ſo I drink to thee; come on, hang ſorrow, 


Wench, 
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Wench, let it be thy rule atany hand, 
To make thy choiſe even as thy mind doth ſtand, 


Many do match (as true as this Wine) 
With fome Dunce, Clown, or Gull, they care not who; 
Ferno cauſe but to be maintained fine, 
And have their Wills in what they pleaſe to do : 
When their hearc love's ag much in otherthiogs, 
As there is vertue in mine Apron-ſtrings. 


Wid. Faith *cis too true. Fough, what a fil. hy ſmell ? 
As ſure as death I am e'en like co choke, 
Ataid, Methinks Ifeel my ſelf not very well, 
Now out upon'r, it is Tebacco ſmoak ; 
Knock Cozen, knock, here's a filthy ſmorher , 
. ForGods lovequick, ſome Juniper; ſweet Brother. 


Wid. There cannot be a more deteſted ſtink ; 
And yet you:ſce how dainty many makes it. 
Ataid. As true as it is Wine that I do drink, 
I would not for a Crown, kiſs one that rakes it. 
Wife. My Husband is ſo kind an honeſt man, 
That he'll touch rone, if 1 ſay; do not oh, 


Wid. His commendation certain is the more, 
Witch one another we are bound to bear : 

He bears with you, you favor him therefore. 
W fe. Surely Ido, as both of you ſhall hear, 
Tis death tohim to ſmell but a Gooſ-pye, 
And therefore Gooſ-fleſh never do 1 buy. 


Wid. That's a irange matter, ſure Ilove a Goole, 
But for a Wood-cock I did never care. 
Wife. When I eat Pig, ,it makes my bedy looſe. . 
Ataid. I love a tender Rabit ora Hare, 

A Turkey pye , or. Pigeon tor a need, 

But on groſs Butchers flcfh I cannot feed, 


Wife.- 
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Wife. Couzen , when I lay inof my firſt Boy, 

Lord how Ilong'd to eat a Partridge wing , 

An1 when itcame my ſtomack had no joy, 

Bur all my mind was on another thing : 
Thou ſhilt not lack (quoth oby) what Gold will buy , 
Why then (ſweet heart) let's have a Cherry-pre. 


If London yield (love) thou fla!t not lack, 

So kind , methinks I hear him ti!l repear it : 

But haſting down the ſtairs, I call 'd him back ; 

'Tis full of Srones (quoth 1) I cannot ear ir. 
With that he kiſt me, and began to weep, 
And I being ſomething heavy, fell aſl:ep. 


But then I fell into che ſtrangeſt dream 

Of fire and water that you ever heard: 

And | was troubled, Couz, the moſt extream 

With one all night, that had a yellow Beard : 
And with a Cock had neither Spurs nor Comb, 
And with the little Biech you have at home. 


rid. Why ſurely now you talk of dreams in ſadnefs 
I dream'd laſt night ewo Cats did leap and skip , 
Playing together with great ſport ard gladneſs, 
Untill one came to part them with #« whip. 

I laughed that my heart did ake thereat , 

To lee the fooliſh fellow whip the Car. 


Wife. A pretty Jet: But ZBeſſr, to whom d'ce drink ? 
1 ſpy a faulre, you do your ſelf to rget : 
The Wine {tands wai ing in the Cup methink, 
Prethee, my Wench, let's have our lips kept wet. 
] pledge thee Girl : nay ſweer now grink it up, 
A Gollips round, that's 1every one a Gup. 


Inſiciahs come mm. 


wid. Conven, here's Fidlers , let's hear a Song, 
But look , my friends, if it bea pleaſing thing, 
7 AMaid. 
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Maid, 1 am afraid that we ſhall ſtay to long. 
Wid. No, no I warrant, come on, quickly ſing, 
Wife, Let it touch Men, I pray in any cafe: 


1 bis youth (merkinks) will do it with a grace, 


The SONC. 


Hat's a Womans chief delight ? 
To give a man his hearts content, 
How dvth he the ſame requite? 
Luve her till the ſport be ſpent. 
You that drubt it, do but try., 
Men will flatter, cog and lye. 


with bewitching words they ſur , 
Vowing conſtant Faith aud Lewe: 
Women think their Oaths are true, 
Till (poor Souls ) they try and prove: 
T hen they find , whin help is paſt, 
For a night there l:ve doth laſf, 


T h:ir own ſtories tell their lives, 
How muncinſtant th y have dealt ; 
Honeſt Widows, Maids, and Wives, 
Have their double dealing felt. 
All will ſay, what are mt blind, 
Men are falſe, and omen kind. 


When they vow , truſt ut their ſwearing, 
When thcy ſmile, think they will frown, 
Give they flattering but the hearing, 
If thiy can thi y 1 put you adoWwn : 

Since thry ſeek, your overthrow , 

Keep them from the thing you know, 
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For to be in great requeſt , 
Hake your lv: exceeding firange : 
Try ge:d earneſt out in jeſt , 
Deal with flattery by change * 
As they come, fo let them poſe. 
Turn diſſemblers out to graſs. 


$66 i, * God-a-mercy Boy, this Song is true, 

] prethee Criak,. tis good to mend thy voice, 

W1;4d. Hait thou not fuch another tht is new ? 

Ly. Yes, Ilhave one is call'd, The Maids bad choiſe ; 
Penn'd by a Maid her ſelf, whoſe conſtant truth 
Was lately wronged by a Merchants youth, 


Wi4d. Sing it prethee, 
The SONG. 


| "a London Maids give car to me , 
That am in love your own , 

Lnd birn within the City Walls, 
Well friended , fknd well known. 


Aly ſelf 1 will not ſeem to praiſe , 
It were a nate of pride : 
What Beauty there is in my face, 
Or comely limbs veſide. * 


My reaay Wit, and quick conceit , 
Tobreak a nimble jeſt : 

4nd all good parts and qualitus, 
1 mean toletthem reſt. 


The Art T havein nedle Work, 


Embroid'ry rich in Gold, 
with 
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ith Lace, and Stitch, aud every thin 
That may or can be tld. 


For Dancing , and my thill in Song 
[ muſt aud will be Mute: 

Ay playing en the Virginals , 
And tickling of the Lote. 


' I'll bury all my own good parts, 
find of a Youth will ſpeak , 

whoſe moſt nnkind bad qualities 
Do make my heart to break, 


Huw he is call'd, Imillconceal , 
And net reveal the (ame: 

Beeanſe I'leleave him like a Few , 
Without a Chriſtian Namg. 


He. ply'd me long as Suitors as ; 
(1 mean theſe ſubril Men) 
And we had oftew Alſcetings tos ; 

It thills not where, nor when, 


He wow'd he lou'd me conſtantly ; 
Far dearer then by Life, 

Hud would himſelf, deſtroy himſelf , 
Except I were bu V'Vife. 


1 being (as poor VVenches be) 

Moſt kind where Lowe doth ſling, 

Conſented to, (1 ſhame to tell) 
And let kim do the thing. 


This Done, whith cannot he Vndeve, 
('Ti now ſix Months too late) 
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1 am turs'd ff , my yenth hath got 
Another loving Mate. 


One that bath neither wit nor wtalth , 
Beauty nor comily Grace ; 

One that #« Kitchin fluff to me, 
Her ftock.is known fo baſe. 


Fie, who would truſt thy wicked VYorld? 
IMaidens take heed, be VV iſe: © 

T am nat VViddow, FVife, nor Maid, 
But of another ſive. 


Mid. DR Song exceeding well indeed : 


Here's (ix pence t'wards the Muſick. with my heart. 
Wife, B:fs, *ois good warning, wench, for you, cake heed. 


Maid, lleſee hiu hang'd would play me ſuch a parc : 
He that ſhould come and offer but to feel, 
I would e*en {corn that fellow wich my heel, 


wid. Well go-to Couz, go forward with thereſt, 
Wife, what reſt, I pray! 1 know not what you mean. 
Wid No? why of her thar'is your Neighbors Guelt, 
Wife, *Tis rue, my gallant ſilken quean ; 

I had forgot the calk I was about, 

The Fidlers coming mm, clean pur me out, 


(Why ſhe forfooth 2'nt pleaſe you)' is fo fine, 
She never crinks, unlels ſhe dine or Sup; 
And then ſhe hath her penny pot of Wine. 
Wid. Marry and gip; ſome body take her up : 
Some DoRors wench, a my Word for her $kill , 
That cakes in Diet by the Dram and Pill. 


W:/e, My Husband doth allow me, le be ſworn, 
A Pint a Meal, as true as we ſithere, | 
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I tell you as my Friends) 1 would c'en ſeortt 
To Dine br Sup withour it ina year : 
He knows the way to pleaſe me inmy Diet 
Or for a Month [ſhall be out of quiet. 


Then if he ſees me out of patience once, 
'O Chriſt how he will ſeek co make amends ; 
Then I do ligh to grieve bim for the nonce , 
Wherewith hel kiſs, and ſay, ſweet Love be Friehds : 
Jlec him kiſs, and ſpeak me fair a while, 
And whenthe ſullen humour's paſt, 1 ſmile. 


Wid. I cannot cfiuſe but ptaiſe thy pretty Wir; 

It is the very coarſe that I would rake, 

Thou entertain'{t his humour paſſing fir. 

Maid, why I thought men had loved for kindneſs ſake. 
Wife, Afaſ plain Wench, God knows thou art rotinitj 
She chac wi!l ſettle Love, mult this way win it. 


Maid, Indeed I never heard chat tritk before ; 
1 thought mens Love muſt ftill Be fed with kindneſs. 
Wife. God he'p thee, Beſſe, not one among a ſcore z 
That opinion is but Maidens blindneſs : 

In theſe things thou knoweſt little, it appears, 

Bur it will come, for now thou comvit to years 3 


Why Womnan, if we ſeem not in behaviour 

As though we car'd not freatly to conſort, 

They'll chink, forfooth, they do vs mighty favor , 

And we muſt ſcem beholden for our ſport : 
So beſt in ſirangeneſs we our meanings hide, Ee 
Which makes them Love, and give good words beſide, 


This for your inſtruQion, Beſſe, I have diſcloſd. 
Mad. 1n truth I yield tnore thanks then may beto{d. 
W:4, Here's to you both againſt you be diſpos'd : 
Lord, while you talk the Sawſages wax cold. 
Wife, Come, draw your knives ;.fall to; T pray begin, 
You know cold puddings are not worth a pid, 
6: h C2 EY 
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id. How pretty falt they taſte? bt *cis the better , 

Moſt rare, yhaith, to drink down Sack withall : 

Befſe, Pray go to , will you remain! my Debter ? 

Why d'ye not pledge me ? troth and faith youſhill. 
aid. Nay lure, allthis? truſt me *is more than need, 
In truth, in ſadneſs, now in very deed. 


wid. Well, if xou donor, B:fſe you do me wrong, 
A1aid, Tou ſhall not be forſworn for twenty found ; 
How't burns my Belly as ir poes along, 
Wife. My turn is next, and lo it piffethround : 
Look, Gentlewomen, is it full d'ye think ? 
I ſcorn to be entreated, take my drink, 


Wd, Why laugh you, Couz ? ſweet now let me knnw, 
Ataid, An odd conceitIthink on.,, makes me ſmile, 
Whenlem forth in Company, orſo, 
How by the erachm 1 taketn Wine that while, 
Kiſling the Cup, u;on the Wine I frown , 
And ſo with ſmcllicg it, ]ſfeti. down. . 


Some ſimple fool (all manners for his Wit) 
Comes on me with tae French Salute moſt quaintly, 
And ſays, ſweer mend your draught, you drink ro whid, 
In troth you ſhety your ſelf too Maiden diinty ; | 
Drink be:ter, Lady, at my kind requeſt , 
I ſay (ſweec Sir) 1canno Wine digeli. 


Wid. Marry we'll bear you witnefs when you wil: ; 
Vie take my Oath on twenty Table-Books, 
The laſt fy-l Cup hath made you mighty ill ; 
Some Roſa Solis; ſee how pale ſhe looks : 
Ano her Pint of th:1 ſhe caſted ſalt , 
To break wind wigh, andihenthe;worlt is paſt. 


wife. Good (yfiith) good, my Cour, is in the Vain, 
We match you for it Weuch, I hold a Crown; 

Fill none, unlefs youll drink about apiin, 
Content, fay 1, you fh:ll rot pat me down 


How ſayſt thou, Beſſe, ſhall it be ſo Girl, ſpeak ? 
Maid, It 1 make one, pray God my Girdte Break, 


Wife. Talk not ſo loud; what will folks think chat hear ? 
The very Vintners boy laught when you ſp: ke. 
W;4, Had I ſeen that, 1 would have found Þj. ear , 
Why. Maſter By, we'll pay for what we take : 
Biſe groom, | ſay, although thou eakit me Me'low , 
Know, ſmooth fac'd Knaye, Iam your Miſtreſs fellow. 


Wife. Good Lord, what ayls my Couzen be ſo ht ? 
Tufh, ler it paſs, you know Boyes ſawcy be. 
14, It ſhall not be forgiven nor forgot. 
Your Maſter lives (you ſhve) by ſuch as we: 
Call for a Reckoning; lets know what's to pay ; 
By Heaven, I ſcorn a Minute more to ſtay. 


Brother, I pray, isit yoor Maſters rtind, 
Your fellow Boy ſhould flour Gueſts when they Drink ? 
Vint. Ny Milters will is to uſe you kind, 
Wid. Twill ſcath him-more, my friend, thenyou cothiak : 
What 1s thy name ? Y;xr. forfooth my name is 13/1/1, 
Wid, Whit country.man ? /;xe. Yorſooch a: Fiſh firiet hill 


Wid. Wil.iam, we come not here to hb: abus'd , 

Th-1e are more Taverns belides yours in Town : 

We can go where we might be courieous uſed. 

Lint. Intruth, forſooth , my fellows but a Clown, 
wid, Williay, we have ſome credit where we dwell ;. 
And VWiliam, Boyes ſhould uſe their Berters well; 


For william, lay the caſe were bur your own, 

And th:t you were as we are at this ſeaſon , 

With Friensa Drinking-where you are unknown, 

Would you be flouted ? J/int. By my faith ro reaſon 
IWid. William, thou anſwer'ſt like a youth of ſence, 
For ſurely, William, "ts 2 great offznce,, 


And 
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And William , 1 would have you underſtand, 

We !! pay your Maſter for the Wine we have. 

Vint.O Lord, forſooth, as ſureasin'my hand. 

Wid. William, Wwe coime not to entreat or crave; 

| We meet together, Wit/iam, at your door , 
Andentred fora Pint, which Fell our more. 


William , w2 will not be bcholding (ſee ye) 

Unto your Maller more thento another : 

*T's for good W ine and welcome we come to ye, 

Or farewell William, and you were my Brother : 
And therefore, William , this abuſe me ſcorn, 
For we ate Loudon Gentlewomen born, 


Why Williams know here's neither Sifſe nor X ate.” 
Vine. No, ſo God help me , I doſee you are not, 
Wid 1 hinks Sance your fellow, we uſe Parotsprate ? 
William, our ta is honelt, and we care not 

If all che Pariſh were in pface to hear ir, 

No by this Cup. Yi». Ytaith you need not ſwear it. 


Forſooth, I truſt your Wine was very good? 
Wid. William, I grant the Wine was not amiſs, 
But that bife Boy doth vex me to the blood: 
W/liaty, a man would ne*er have offer'd this : 
The Proverb ſay-, *7is Manners that doth make. 
William, give Guelts good wo: ds for manners ſake. 


William, when cam'ſt thou in this Houſe to dwell? 
Vint. Forſooth, about three years agone laſt May. 
Wis. William, fcrve God, and pleaſe thy Maſter well, 
*Twill be chine own, William, another day. 

Your Maſters Married Welliam, is he not? 

Vint. Yes forſooch , yes, a Miſtreſs I have got, 


Wid. William, your Maſter hath no Children by her? 
Vizt. No forſooth, bur | think ſhe be with Child, 
To have a Boy ſhe hath a great delire. 

Wid. So would not 1, William, for Boyes be wilde: 
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Though G'rls cry, 'Wiliarn, till they be bepiſt, 
Wi/liam give m- a Girl, take Boyes who lilt, 


W:f-, Couzen, you do forget your ſelf me think. 

When Befſe and l am come home we ſhall be chid. 

Wid. Pray fill the Cup co William, le him drink. 

Fint. [n.crutt, forſoorh, *cis the laſt thing I did. 
Wife. Good Williams diink I prethee, Wil iam do, 
Vine. Forſooth I pledge you, and thark. ye too. 


Now Genelewomen , I intreat you ſpeak, 
And nzme the Wine, a Pint I will go fill, 
Wife. No Willam, no, there's mar:y Vintners break; 
Let it alone, prethee, kind hearted Will, 
Ic 1s enough, if you one Rule do keep , 
And chat is this, Nick not your Pot ro deep. 


There is much knavery in your Trade for that, 
Which will not thrive, who ever uſe the (amez 
Draw brisk to Zomdoners, let clowns drink flat , X 
That take in Wine but onely for the Name, 
. Out-face the fools but with a cogging cale, 

For a!l their judgment's in a pot of Ale. 


You can perſwade them that their taſte is bad, 
Aad boait your Wine, that there's nov better drawn, 
The like in London is. not to be had, 
When all is falſe, and butan outward fawn. 
Wid, Couzen, we know Vintners can do amiſs, 
But we might have: druok w/1/l;iams Pint by this. 


Vine. Troth you fhill have ic inſtantly , I run. 
Wife, Why this is your fault, Conzen, you'll not leave, 


Wid. Bur, hang him knave, this. Pint, and we have done, 


So much mn meaſure he did' us deceive : 
Did you not mark how every Pot lacke filling? 
Wc'tl take it kindly, cauſe he gives it willioge 


Vine. 
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Vint. Here Gentlewomen, and Thank you all, / ' ” 
Wid. This ts a Cup of Clarret doth excell : 
Vint. At any time when you do pleaſe tocall,, 


Upon my honeſty Ile uſe you well ; 


While with my Maſter I remiin & dweller, 
You (hill command the beſt that's in the Celler, 


14, Thanks 1/Vilkam, what's to pay ? and now anend, 
Fiat. Marry, forſooth, four ſhillings and a penny. 
lid. Lay down the Monies prechze, none ſhill ſpend, 
Couzen and eſſe, in troth this time not ary. 
Hark, Bow-bell rings, I do protelt 'tis late : 
wFi!!itm, good-night, I pray cake up your Plate. 
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